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	On A Warpath

**Fyr3Flyt3: Hello, Ladies and Gentleman, and welcome to my newest story, On a Warpath. This is a purely OC driven story for One Piece in a similar style to Race for One Piece and The Saga of the Infinity Pirates. So, without further ado, let's begin!**

* * *

><p><strong> Chapter 1: A Single Step<strong>

* * *

><p><em>Our story begins in the middle of a wide ocean called the South Blue, in a fishing boat occupied by two boys and a cat.<em>

"Are we there yet?" The larger of the two boys asked. He laid in the boat, curled up like ball, staring out at the ocean. He blew his red bangs out of his eyes as a sea breeze blew by. A gray-and-black tabby cat laid atop his head, like a furry hat.

"No." The other boys answered, not looking at the other, entranced by the cards shuffling between his hands.

"How about now?"

"Still no."

A beat of silence.

"...And now?" The smaller man looked up from his cards and glared at the other's back.

"Tarot, asking me every two seconds will not change my answer!"

"What about every five seconds?"

"..." The boy glared at him before going back to shuffling his cards. The larger boy, Tarot, continued to stare out to sea. They sat on the boat, the only sounds being the moving cards, the sea breeze, and a snoring cat. Tarot sighed as he fell on his back. The gray cat didn't even move, simply rolling onto the deck, still sleeping.

"Salem, this is boring! There's nothing but water out here! Not even a giant sea monster to fight!"

Salem pressed all of his cards into a neat stack and put them into a pocket of the sleeveless black jacket. "Well, you are the one who suggested this idea."

Tarot pouted, "I know, but I didn't think it would take so long to get there."

"Tarot, we're in a one-sail fishing boat sailing all the way across the second largest Blue without a map or compass, what did you think would happen?"

"Well," Tarot rolled over and looked at Salem, "you know where we're going, right?"

"Of course I do, but my point stands, this was going to take a long time no matter what." Tarot sighed and sat back up, staring at the ocean again. But this time, something caught his eye.

"LAND!" Tarot jumped up and pointed at a distant brown speck. Salem squinted at it, making out gray blobs, buildings. As they moved closer, he could just make out a red-and-white flag with a blue seagull on it on top of a gray fortress.

"That's it. That's Port Castillo. That Marine base, the 117th Branch headed by Captain Grundy, has an abnormally colored flag to symboli-" Tarot jumped up, interrupting Salem's exposition.

"Finally, we can get off this godforsaken boat!" The small boat rocked side to side as Tarot shuffled around looking for something, "Now where are those darn things?" Salem grabbed onto the sides, holding on for dear life.

"Tarot! Please stop shaking the boat, you're going to capsize us." Tarot didn't seem to hear him though, pulling put a pair of oars. "Where did you get those, this thing doesn't come with oars! It's a sail boat!"

"Not now Sal," Tarot stuck both oars into the water and got ready to row, "I'm getting us to land!" Tarot began to spin his arms at blurring speeds, kicking up large, white waves. The boat shot forward to the island.

"NOOOOOOO!" Salem screamed the whole way.

"HIHIHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAAAA!" Tarot laughed the whole time.

* * *

><p><strong>Elsewhere, in Port Castillo Marine Base<strong>

"AAAAAAAHHH!" The poor Marine screamed as the knife sunk into the wooden board inches from his face. It joined dozens of other knives and swords surrounding the unfortunate man's body. He took a nervous glance to his left, where the corpses of his less fortunate comrades laid.

"Damn! Missed again." The pirate laughed and all the others around him joined. The room was filled with pirates or all shapes and sizes, dressed in rags. Tables were occupied by pirates drinking and joking and laughing and fighting. The former Marines mess hall was overrun with pirates. At its head, a man with ragged brown hair sat in a fancy wooden chair, guzzling down a mug of beer. He was draped in a dingy brown captain's coat with an obscured symbol on the back. He was messing about with a red-stained Marine coat before throwing it away. Next to him, a solemn looking man was wiping a red liquid off of a bayonet.

The ragged man put down his mug and looked at the solemn man. "Come on, Tomas, live a little, enjoy the party! We've earned this!" Tomas looked back at him.

"Captain," Corral shot him a grimace, "fine, Corral, we should not stay here. Once they hear of it, the Marines will send reinforcements and taking this place wasn't easy. We lost half our men in the assault." Corral waved him off.

"Bah, come no Tomas, how are they gonna find out? We killed all the Marines and captured this little rat," he said, pointing at the tortured man, "so no one is going to know. Once we're done with our celebration, we can go and see if those townsfolk have anything to offer. If they don't we can just take them as an offering and get our ticket to the Grand Line!" All the pirate cheered and began chanting.

"CORRAL! CORRAL! CORRAL! CORRAL!" He stood up and basked in their praise. His plan was genius. Their sneak attack on the Marines had worked perfectly. He knew those codes were good for something! Now he had all the weapons and ammunitions he needed to take the Grand Line. The only thing left is to get there and he's already got a plan for that. Once they get in the Grand Line and reach Water 7, he can truly start the beginning of his New Era! Nothing can stop him now!

Suddenly, they heard a loud banging coming from the door to the mess hall. They all stopped and stared. Someone was knocking on the door. But who would knock to get in? They were all there and no one else should be aware of their presence yet. The door shook with each knock and eventually came flying off its hinges.

Standing in the doorway was a tall boy in a punching stance. He wore a blue cloth vest with a flame pattern on the ends and matching pants. The vest was open, allowing the pirates to see his well-muscled chest. Shaggy red hair hung over his eyes but the closest of the pirates could see his gleaming teeth forming a wide smile. The boy stood straight up, showing off his above average height. Two black iron rings jangled on his wrists. He smirked as his brown eyes flicked around, looking at each and every pirate before settling on Corral. He stepped out of the doorway, sandals slapping against the stone floor.

"Hello, you must be 'Savage' Corral, Captain of the Savage Pirates, wanted for 11,000,000, former Marine Ensign gone rogue." The red-haired boy smiled, but not a joyful one. More like wolf showing its teeth. And maybe a little joy. "And the man standing next to you is Tomas "The Piercer, his first mate, worth only 7,000,000 Belli, an excellent marksman and.." He moved his finger along all the crewmates, each making a fiercer and scarier face than the last. "I don't know or care about any of the rest of you."

"Hey! We're strong too!" They all shouted in unison. The red-haired boy smirked.

"Right."

All the pirates began to yell at the boy, boasting about how strong they were. Corral was concerned, who was this guy? A Marine? A bounty hunter? A Government agent? Was he here for _it?_ He nervously reached into his pocket. He felt the crunch of the parchment. Good, it was still there. Now to get some answers.

"Who are you? What do you want?" The boy simply smiled.

"Name's West Tarot, rookie pirate, future strongest man in the world. Basically, I am here to kick your ass and take your bounty to buy a boat. So let's skip all the boasting and talking and skip straight to the fighting part, kay?" The entire room, even the tied up Marines, stared at him like he was crazy. Maybe he is. Corral just glared at him, mouth slightly agape. What the fuck is this kid? He waltz's into a room filled with pirates and starts a fight?

A voice yelled over the silence. "Get him!" The twenty-something pirates charged at him, weapons at the ready. They'd show him how strong they were!

Tarot crouched down into his fighting position, squatting with his side facing the enemy. One arm in front, one in the back. He looked as all the pirates came to kill him, and smirked. "Today's going to fun!"

* * *

><p><strong>Fyr3Flyt3: And there is the beginning of a possibly very long journey. I've been planning this story for about two and a half months now and I'm very excited to get it started. I've wanted to do a story like this for a while now, with my own OC's. I have most characters planned out, but I could always use more. And they don't even have to be a pirateRevolutionary/Marine/Government agent. Anyway, I hope you've enjoyed this first chapter. If you have any comments or critiques, leave a review or PM me. Until Next Time, Bye! **


End file.
